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‘STONE WALLS...’ 


‘Dear God,’ I cried 

Before the gates clanged shut, 
‘However small my cell may be, 
Grant that its window 

Frame a tree.’ 


God, who am I © 

That Thou shouldst give 
Such bounty in reply, 
Pink ecstasy along a bough, 
Spring against sky! | 


| 
| 
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GOD’S MUSIC 


Soft lullaby of quiet cloud, 

The iced arpeggios of crag and cliff, 
Fingered runs of rain upon the leaves, 
Wind violins, 

- Drums of the rising storm 

And the full, rich symphony of sea. 


LIGHTING PRECIOUS CANDLES 


‘All the darkness in the world, cannot 


put out the light of one small candle. 


In this still hour, 
God holds His great lamp low 
That I may light my prayers. 


Shining through the world they go, 

One here, one there, 

No ‘curtain’ can keep out their glow, 
No heart so cold 

It cannot feel their loving warmth. 

The world is being changed tonight. 


Lit at the lamp of God, 

In this still hour, 

Prayer 

Is lighting precious candles 
Everywhere. 


‘THE HEAVENS DECLARE THE GLORY 


OF GOD’ 


All night the holy mass is said 

In the cathedral of the sky; 

Music of wind through stringed lutes 
Sweeps round the arching dome; . 
Deep calleth unto deep 

In a vast antiphonal. 


At last.the solemn, hushed Amens 
Reverberate away 

And Dawn, the acolyte, steps in 

To snuff the altar candles 

Of the night. 


Se: 


DECLARE A HOLIDAY IN HEAVEN. 


Ring the bells, 

Ring all the bells! 

Let everyone there - 
Throw his hat in the air 
‘And shout for joy! 


For one more mortal has discovered 
How great God is, 

Has dared to remember 

That the cattle upon a thousand hills 
Are His; 

And though he has not one more penny 
Than he had before, 

Yesterday he was poor 

And today he is rich! 


DIVINE EXTRAVAGANCE 


One blossom of an amaltas, 
One golden chandelier hung from the sky, 
Would surely be enough. 

God, why 

This plethora of bloom 

Ablaze with light? 


The lavish, carefree wastefulness of God,— 
Divine extravagance! 

And I, so proud of penny-pinching, 

Make virtue out of budgeting each pice. 


PRAYER JUBILANT 


Father, I must speak to You 

In some secluded place tonight. 
Shut me in quietly with You alone. 
I cannot step out 

Into the vastness of this bounty 
And I dare not face : 
The goodness You have given. 
Shut me in quietly with You alone, 
And give me strength to meet | 
The joy, the joy, the joy! . 


‘Keep the harp tuned in my hand’ 
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HARP IN HAND 


- ‘They hung their harps on the willow trees 


And sighed as the lone trees sighed. 
There were songs to be sung in Babylon 
But their melodies had died. 


God, there are songs to be sung today. 
Help me.to understand 


‘That only from Thee can courage come. 


Keep the harp tuned in my hand. | 
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NOAH 


Noah leaned against the ark’s rough side. . 
His brown hand smoothed the wood with a craftsman’s pride. 
‘Ah yes, it’s just as He would have it built, 
My conscience sure in this need have no guilt; 
And yet, I wonder. 
Was it just a dream I dreamed that night 
When first this ark’s huge bulk loomed on my sight? 
I seemed to hear each footage in my ears. 
Can it be my mind is warped with years? 
Old Silas, down the road here, went that way 
Before he reached the years I now betray. | 
And all my friends have left me! Even she 
Who through the years has braved so much with me, 
Now gazes at me long,—as if she too 
Sees strangeness in the work these old hands do. 


‘Why not stop now? 

Before the laughing ones come out from town, 
Before my loved ones’ smiles become one frown. 
T’'ll rest this poor old aching head, and then 
Perhaps they'll stop, these gaping, sinning men! 


‘Oh God, 

It is too late to cease from Thy work now. 

I know the feel of no touch on my brow 
Save Thine. ‘Too many years I’ve trusted only Thee. 
Without Thine eyes, these eyes could never see. 

I'll just go on, trusting that Thou wilt show the way, 
Thankful for light enough to work today.’ 


Noah took up the nearest piece of wood. 
God and the angels smiled and understood. 
“15 


HE KNEW 
... and now they were not able to draw it oe r 
_ for the multitude of fishes. Therefore that | 
disciple... saith unto Peter, “ It is the Lord!” i: 
He knew. : : | 
How few there are t 
Who do! 
With nets 


So silver-seething full, 
Our one regret 

The sea holds more, 
The sea holds more. 


How we forget 

That figure on the shore! 
Can we accept 

The breaking net 

Without the happy cry, 

‘Tt is the Lord!’ 


v “ 
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‘IN REMEMBRANCE OF ME?’ 


He might have chosen monuments of stone. 
Instead He chose the simple bread and wine 
That there might be a memory of Him 

In every village home in Palestine. 


‘Do this, remembering Me,’ He told the Twelve, 
And they remembered how He loved them all, 
Remembered how He smiled and how His hand 
Had trembled as it touched the dead boy’s pall; 


Remembered all the intimate details, 

His way of speéch, His quick assenting nod; 
Remembered all the awe of death and life 
And that their Friend was God. 


And so we make no lengthy pilgrimage; 

We seek no shrine upon some peak above, 

But breaking bread and drinking simple wine, 
Do this, remembering His love. 


THUS 


The touch of His hand was a healing touc 
Men straightened and lost their fears. 


? 


The sound of His voice had a clear, clean sound 


To over-surfeited. ears. 


He never deflated or tore apart 
Or gouged at a tired soul. 

Not a bitter thought did He hold in His heart; 
Thus He could make men whole. 
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' UNANSWERED PRAYER 


Mary and Martha, with confidence, sealed the note. 
‘He whom Thou lovest, Lord, is ill,’ they said. 
Eagerly then, they watched the dusty road 
Knowing beyond a doubt that He would come. 

~ But their brother died. : 


Paul, in prison, in shipwreck, facing the mob, 
Fighting through all a persistent thorn in the flesh, 
Prayed from his soul that the hindrance be removed, 
Leaving him free, unhampered to do God’s work. 
But the thorn remained. 


Christ, alone in the garden on His knees, 

Prayed in an agony, sweating great drops of blood, 
Begged that His Father take the cup away, 

Lest evil appear triumphant over good. 

But He died on a cross. 


Unanswered prayer? With Lazarus raised from the dead? 
With the Gospel preached by Paul to the ends of earth? 
With the tomb’s cold stone forever rolled away, 

And the whole mad world with the gift of eternal life? 
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PETER REMEMBERS 


That night He said to me 

Across the snarling lake, 

‘Come.’ 

And I started out 

Never dreaming that I might not make it. 
There He stood smiling a bit 

As He so often did, 

And I smiled back 

And walked along that lake 

As if it were a country road 

As long as I kept my eyes on Him. 


But for some fool reason 

I started looking down instead of up. 
Panic? That’s a small word 

When you find yourself in the midst 

Of a howling sea! 

‘What am I doing here?’ I watited to know. 
“This just can’t be. 

Nobody ever did this before!’ 

And I began to sink. 
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‘SO IS EVERYONE THAT IS BORN 
OF THE SPIRIT’ 


‘Where does the wind come from, N icodemus?? 
‘Rabbi, I do not know.’ 
‘Nor can you tell where it will go. 


~ ‘Put yourself into the path of the wind, Nicodemus. 
You will know the thrill of being borne along 
By something greater than yourself. 

You are proud of your position, 

Of your security, 

But you will perish in such stagnant air. 


‘Put yourself into the path of the wind, Nicodemus. 
Happy leaves will dance before you. 

You will find yourself in places 

That you never dreamed of seeing; 

You will be forced into places you have dreaded— 
And find them like a coming home. 


“You will have a power that you never had before, 
Nicodemus. 

You will be a new man. 

Put yourself into the path of the wind.’ 
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‘,.. For walking humbly’ 
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DAWN IN AN INDIAN CHAPEL 


O Christ, 

Thou art here. 

As we sit on the floor of this chapel, 
Friends and neighbors together, 

My head is bowed 


Deaia: 
Praising God 


That Thou art here, 
Here in our humble chapel.” 


I feel Thy hand 

Upon my head 

And I dare not look up, 
But close before me 
On the chapel floor, 

I see Thy feet. 


O Christ, 

I cannot touch Thee 

For my hands are soiled. 

Let me rest my head 

Upon Thy wounded feet; 
And may my tears, 

Flowing upon those wounds, 
Wash clean my soul. 
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MAN WITH A BROOM 


Why should you hold your hands cupped 
that I may drop into them 

my arrogant gift. 

without deigning to defile myself? 


You are a man, aren’t you, 
fawning there before me, 
mouthing the words 
you think I want to hear, 
bowing your turban 
lower, lower, lower. 


Stand up on your two feet, 

lift your head.to the sky, 

knock the hated pittance out of my hand 
and look me in the eye! 
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‘FORGIVE EMPTY HANDS’ 
Forgive empty hands. 


I cannot tear the flowers 
to petal Thy feet. 
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BALLAD FOR WALKING HUMBLY _ 


The Rajah sat on his golden throne, 
Dha-dhin-na went the tublas. 
The Guru knelt at his feet below 
To. the sitar’s.strum and: the flute’s low hum 
And the ta-tin-ta of the tublas. 


‘O Guru, sing, since it is my whim, 
To the na-dhin-tin of the tublas. 
But tell us first who it was who taught. . 
This song low sung to the sitar’s strum 
And the ta-dhin-dhin of the tublas.’ 


‘His name, O Sire, you would know full well,’ 
Tribet-tin-ta went the tublas, 
‘But my song may be poor, so I shall not tell 
_ Lest disgrace be won to the flute’s low hum 
And the na-tin-ta of the tublas.’ 


‘Then sing thou first and we shall say.’ 
Dha-dhin-dhin throbbed the tublas. 
And the Guru sang his heart away, 
Sang of the flutes at the break of day 
To the sitar’s strum and the flute’s low hum 
And the ta-tin-tin of the tublas. 
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‘Bravo,’ rang out through the royal court, 
To the dha-dhin-dha of the tublas. 

‘Your master would be proud,’ was the glad uproar, 
‘Of a song well sung to the sitar’s strum 

And the ta-tin-ta of the tublas.’ 


“To tell his name can but bring him fame.’ 
Ta-tin-tin went the tublas, 
The Guru bowed and cried, ‘Hear, pray.’ 
And he whispered a name to the sitar’s strum... 
-A low, awed hum stilled the beat of drum, - 
Stilled the dha-dhin-dhin of the tublas. 


O dare I breathe the name of my Lord 

To the dha-dhin-na of the tublas? 
Will I soil His fame by a life so sore? . .. 

O the sitars strum and the sweet songs hum 
And na-tin-ta go the tublas. 
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The Daily Walk 
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PROOF 


You cleverly taunt me 
To prove what I know, 
That God walks beside me 
Wherever I go. 


You tear down each statement 
Defending my stand, 

But while you are speaking, 
He holds my hand. . _ 
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MEDITATION IN A FACTORY 


This little stamp 
on this little disk, 
endlessly endless, 
stamp, click, 
stamp, click, 
this is my life 
endlessly clicking away. 


What is this disk 
that I make all day? 
How is it used? 
stamp, click, 
stamp, click, 
one little disk 
ticking my life away. _ 


Is it one little note 
to complete the scroll 
of the music of God; 
stamp, click, 
stamp, click,. 
One little disk, 
making Eternity whole? 
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THE MIRACES 


Memiosics flood ‘heii the sun-filled bedroom 
Touching the painting of far-away snows, 
Tracing the path that we climbed together 
Up to the pass where the fierce wind blows. 


LL I walk with you in our wind-swept garden, 
I walk, who must lie here day after day, 
The miracle wrought by a humble woman 
Who thought, ‘you should have, Ma’m a rose for 
your tray.’ 
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OUTREACH 
(for N. Van D.) 


It was a little thing, Poateps, 

But from her friends 

She asked soft bits of yarn 

And knit them into children’s caps. 


Three hundred caps, she told me when I asked! 
Three hundred small Korean faces 

Framed in colored wool! 

On broken roads, beside the ditches, : 
The country-side is flowered full. 


It did not seem too great a task 
And love was knit in all the stitches. 
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‘TO THOSE WHO LIVED IN CONSTANT 
FEAR OF DEATH’ 


(A tribute to the first missionaries of the 
Cross in foreign lands) 


To those brave pioneers who lived 
In constant fear of death, 
Reluctant to smile at any child 
Lest sickness fall and ‘evil-eye’ be blamed, 
Knowing that if it rained too much 
Or if it did not rain, 
iP Appeasement of the gods might mean their lives; 
To those courageous souls, I humbly bow. 


To those who lived in constant fear of death— 

pas Fear, did I say? 

eo They did not know the word. 

They lived and worked with songs upon their lips. 
They built their homes to last a hundred years, 
Made plans for clinic, church and school 

That those of us now living 

Have yet to carry out. 


Death was there, a grim reality; 


But they 
Were facing Life. 
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MONASTERY VISITORS’ ROOM — 


Now that our greetings are over 

A silence has fallen upon us. — 

I notice that you are wearing 

The color you know I love. — 

After laying fresh wood on the fire, 

I smooth out the folds. of my cassock 
And together we watch the fingers of flame 
Caress the rough jowls of a log. 


Ah, but once this log 

Was alive in the forest outside, 

A tree that storms could not tame. 

I must be careful 

That only the casual word falls between us, | 
That no spark is kindled. 


Yet, ‘Is it too. late?’ you ask, 
BA 


_ And the plumes of your small hat quiver, 


‘Have you so quickly forgotten?’ 


How can I tell you 

That yours is a flame 

That would burn me to ash? 

You would not know of the bush ablaze 


‘With a fire that never consumes. 
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‘... AND GOD SHALL WIPE AWAY 
ALL TEARS’ 


She stepped out of the yellow-curtained room, 
That happy, golden morning, 

Crossed her garden 

With its dew-teared flowers and low, caressing trees, 
‘To the door of that dear, Other House. 


How radiant she was! 
How glad to find each loved one there to meet her, 
As God took her by the hand and said, 

‘At last you’ve come. 

Beloved, welcome home.’ 
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SAGA a ce a Soa Sees 


BIRDS IN THE EASTER GARDEN | 


What happened to the birds 
be That Easter morning, 
Perched upon an old familiar stone, 
Greeting what seemed to them 
_Just one more dawning, 
Singing their careless songs as if alone? 


i Was there a sudden silence 
In the garden, 
As the, rock quivered with a power unseen? 
When Love walked through the sunlight 
In His glory, 
What flights of glad surprise there must have been! 
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WISE MEN 
‘You must return by another road,’ 
The Wise men heard God say. 
Another road? The old road 
Was the known, the safest way. 


But the Kings had been to Bethlehem, 
Had knelt as humble men; 

And nothing, after Bethlehem, 
Could be the same again. 
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A 
fir 
stood 
proudly 
in the wood 
outlined by sky. 
A child cried, ‘Look, 
The stars are all caught 
in : 
Ite 
God has made us 
A Christmas tree!’ 
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ONLY THE ANIMALS 


Glory splintered the heavens 

. That Christmas night; 

Radiance flamed in a lowly cattle shed. 
Eternity struck through Time 

With shattering might, 

But only the animals saw the holy bed. 


The learned were wakened with never a restless dream. 
The rich disturbed not a pillow 

In opulent sleep, 

But out on the hills, the shepherds were strangely roused 
By the frightened bleating of humble, knowing sheep. 


Far in the East, the camels were hurrying on, 
Bearing their troubled riders Gpon a quest; 
And somewhere a donkey, 

' Fearing the coming flight, 

Stirred in his lonely stall 

And could not rest. 
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CHRISTMAS AT MING SUM SCHOOL - 
FOR THE BLIND 


Little blind angels in ‘heaven’, 
Little blind shepherds below, 
Singing of Bethlehem’s Baby, 
Leading each other they go. 


Little blind Mary, adoring, 

Joseph with downcast mien, 
Crimson-robed Wise Men presenting 
Gifts that they never have seen; 


Satin-clad fairies of Christmas, 
Elves and the cherub who sings, 
Shifting the while on his shoulders, 
Heavy uncomfortable wings; 


_ Little blind flutist a-piping 
~ Softly, while blind angels hum, 
O dear little blind beloveds,. 
The Light of the World has come! 
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CHRISTMAS WISH 


God give you blessings at Christmas time; 

Stars for your darkness, sun for your day, 

Light on the path as you search for the Way, 
And ¢ a mountain to climb. 


God grant you courage this coming year, 
Fruit for your striving, friends if you roam, 
Joy in your labor, love in your home, 

_ Anda summit to clear. 
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